CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT
Orders to quit

summer drew on apace, and with it our restless-
JL ness. The food question became so difficult that in
order to give Elsie a rest from the inconvenience of it all
we moved down to the Montfleuri Hotel for a time,
where we were really very comfortable, and our friend,
Monsieur Tamme, looked after us exceedingly well. The
indoor life was a little trying, but the sea-bathing was once
more possible, and that I enjoyed either at Garoupe or at
Cannes itself every day. It was a costly procedure, how-
ever, at Garoupe, for I was still without any petrol and my
weekly visits home cost me a great deal more than I could
afford.
Here we lived the quietest of lives. Neither my wife
nor I ever cared for the films, the Country Club for golf
was dosed and the Nice Club, where we went perhaps once
a week, combining it sometimes with a visit home, was
too tar away for any regular attendance. A few of our
old friends were still to be found. Christopher Furness,
alas, had paid the penalty for one of those desperate efforts
to get home, and was brought back to the villa his wife
had recently purchased at Cap Ferrat to die of pneumonia.
It was a very sad ending, and we all missed him very much
indeed. It was about this time, talking over the circum-
stances of Furness* unfortunate journey, that I made up
my mind that nothing would ever induce me to take $ne
of those trains to Lisbon without a courier or any definite
directions or guidance. So many amongst my friends had
returned, having spent their money, suffered infinite dis-
comfort, and nothing to show for it.
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